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Author's Notes: 
| have no good excuses for this. None at all 
'H is Adrian's nickname, ‘Harry’ is Steve's. 


A word of guidance about Janick: \'Geordie\' is a nickname for a native of Newcastle upon Tyne and its 
immediate area. People from other regions often mistakenly call everybody from Northeastern England 
Geordies. Janick is from the town of Hartlepool, 30 miles south of Newcastle upon Tyne. There's a lot of 


rivalry between different towns in that part of the country 


In a dirty lane down London town, 
There stood a little shop. 
Far from the crowds and neon signs, 


where the good folks liked to stop. 


Above the dusty door, there hung a pole 


of white and red. 

They say that those who stepped inside 
would likely end up dead. 

Folk said there was a demon, 

some seven feet in height. 

But would not venture into the shop, 

to see if this was right. 

Now down this murky street there came 
a weary, ageing man. 


He paused a while before the door, 


then pushed it with his hand. 
"Helloooo? Anyone home?" 
"Davey!" 


"Been a long time, mate!" laughed the guitarist, a smile exploding across his face as he hugged the figure. He 


stared hard at the familiar face. 

"You look scarier every time | see you," he grinned. 

"Thank you Davey. What brings you back from your lovely place in the sun?" 
"Well..you know...” 

Dave twisted a strand of hair around his finger. 

"| just can't get a decent cut over there. You don't get the good London service." 
The barber grinned wickedly, whizzing the worn old leather chair around. 

"Sit yer arse down then, mate." 


Davey took the offered seat. It was pushed towards the mirror, and a towel was swiftly thrown around his 


shoulders. 
"Now..let's see." 


The barber loomed over the seated man, taking up his scissors in one hand and a towel in the other. He ran a 


hand through Dave's locks, face twisting in disgust. 


| see what you mean, our Davey. All that lovely Hawaiian sun, sand and surf doing nothing for this lot. Look at 
all the split ends!" 


He deftly began snipping, and combing through Dave's hair, long fingers pulling the strands taut, and then 
moving in with the scissors to trim the dry ends to perfection. Dave closed his eyes and sighed with 


contentment, knowing he'd look a million dollars again before too long. 


The snipping finally ended, and Dave felt his chair being swiveled to one side. A big mirror was thrust behind 


him so he could see one side, then the other. 
‘Very rice indeed! he laughed 

"And a shave too, sir?" asked the barber, producing a gleaming cutthroat razor. 
"Oi, watch what you're doing with that thing. | dont want to end up headless!" 
He didn't like the monstrous snicker that came from behind him. 

"Relax, Davey, you won't feel a thing! 


From the North there came a man, 
a-wandering down the lane. 
A tattered scrap of paper, had he, 


and scribbled on it a name. 
He halted right before the shop, 
the name was on his lips. 


He checked the number on the door, 


and it was ‘bbb’ 

"Hello?" 

"Janick! Come on in. Not seen you about before!" 

The guitarist shut the door, walked over and made himself comfortable in the leather chair. 


"Davey was sayin’ you did a good job, so | thought ah'd come down an‘ try it out for meself.” 


The barber's eyes lit up. 

‘Our Davey was in this morning!" 

"Aye, we just met up for summir to eat. His hair was lookin’ great ar all. 

"Let's take a look," said the barber, moving in close to study the mass of strawberry-blonde curls. 
"Oh, Jan, it's soooo frizzy. What products do you use?" 

"Products, man? Just shampoo, most of the time." 

The barber groaned. 


"Nooo, Janick, nooooooo. You need to take better care of it. Always use conditioner, and try to use a 


conditioning masque at least once a month. Remember to towel dry it as much as you can" 

Before Janick could respond, he was wheeled back to the nearest sink in a whirl, and his hair liberally soaked. 
The big hands were surprisingly gentle as they lathered the dense locks, rinsed them free of the suds, then 
massaged a deep-nourishing conditioner into the roots. 

Janick peeled open an eyelid to watch his unusual stylist leaning over him, hard at work. 

Fuckin’ hell, man, yer even more ugly from this angle!" 

"Shut it, yer Geordie arsehole!" 

Janick gave him a hard stare. 

"Don't call me a Geordie," he said, with a completely straight face. 


The Northerner had scarcely gone, 
when another chap came nigh. 
He strode with no care in the world, 


hands drumming on his thigh. 


He came upon the barber's shop, 
and saw what it was called. 

He stuck his head around the door, 
And at the owner bawled. 


"AWWRIGHT GUV'NOR?!" 
"Bloody ‘ell, Nicko, you scared the shite out of me." 
"How's me favourite freak?" 


Nicko aimed for a hug, but instead found himself in a heap on the barber's chair, which had suddenly trundled 


in front of him. 
"Owwww, bloody ‘ell, ‘owzat for a welcome, eh?" 


The eyes blazed as the figure leaned over his latest customer. He lowered his head until their faces were 


almost touching. 
‘lam not a freak," he growled dangerously, through clenched teeth. 
"Well, look at yerselfl" 


A huff of breath, and the barber assumed his usual position, wheeling the chair to the mirror. Nicko untangled 
his limbs so he could sit upright, and leered at his reflection 


"Blimey, now there's a good-looking fella!" hollered Nicko. "Woo-hoo, | bet yer don't get many male models like 
meself through the door!" 


A finger tapped with irritation on the back of the chair. 
"So, what'll it be?" 
"You're the expert there, guv'nor. Just get me ole barnet lookin’ good!" 


Nicko folded his arms and perfected a smug look in the mirror, waiting for the barber to practice his art. 


After a couple of moments, Nicko heard some tutting behind him. 

"Dear oh dear, Nicko," he said, and shook his head. 

"Eh? What's up with it?" 

"This nasty, damp Florida air's just no good for you now, is it? All limp and lifeless.” 


"That's not what me wife says!" 


"Yer ‘air, Nicko.." 
"Oh, right." 


"Now where do | start? A good trim should take some of those nasty ends off, and you'll need those dark 
roots lightened. But | reckon you'll need a few bottles of this volumising shampoo, see? Give it a bit of body... 


He dangled something in an expensive-looking bottle in front of the dismayed drummer. 
"Bloody ‘ell! This is gonna cost me an arm ar a leg!" 

The barber waved his cutthroat razor so Nicko could see it in the mirror. 

"That could be arranged." 


A London boy, born and bred, 
came down the little street. 
His footsteps became hesitant, 


he thought about retreat. 

As he approached the dingy shop, 
he paused a while and sighed; 
Then softly opening the door, 


he made his way inside. 


"If it aint our old friend H" 

"|, er.any chance of a cut and style?" Adrian took off his cap and pointed at his slightly messy hair. 

"Pull up a chair, mate!" leered the barber. 

Feeling he was going to regret coming here, Adrian took a seat, eyeing the barber nervously. He spotted an old, 
thumbed and bedraggled fashion magazine and reached for it. It gave him something to take his mind off his 


present company at least. 


"Getting thinner again, is it?" 


Adrian shot the barber a withering glance in the mirror. 

"I was hoping you could do something about that." 

He returned to reading the magazine. Full of slim young women and toned, tanned, young men. With perfect hair. 
Some combing and snipping later, Adrian felt a sinister hot breath down his neck 

"| liked it when you had it darker, it looked more natural," sighed the barber. 


"I kind of like the blonde look, myself," replied Adrian, burying his attention again in the pages of the magazine. 
There was an article about a cabbage soup diet. 


"You used to be such a skinny little thing," came the voice from somewhere over his shoulder. 
Adrian yelped as fingers found their way under his shirt and poked his flesh. Hard. 
"Get your claws off out of my ribs!" 


With another sigh, the barber let go and resumed his styling. Adrian soon became aware of a rummaging 


sound, and looked up in time to see an electric shaver heading towards his face. 
"Leave the beard alone, please." 
"Aww, of course. | forgot, you need that to ‘ide your cute little double chin 


"You know, there are times when | really wonder why | came back. Bloody Maiden. Bloody bunch of monsters 


and weirdoes!" 

"Because we loves you, Hl" cried the barber, squishing the guitarist in a huge bear hug. 
"Argghh! Get off me, you freak!" 

He batted the hands away, flailing about with the dog-eared magazine. 


Finally his captor let him go with a guttural laugh, allowing him to settle down in the chair once more, silently 


praying this whole experience would soon be over. 
"Blonde it is then," rumbled the voice. 


"Please," smiled Adrian. 


"Mind you, it's getting easier to do the colour. Don't need so much peroxide now you've gone grey.” 
Years of being insulted. Why did he keep coming here? It was very cheap, he concluded. 


The footsteps on the cobbles came, 
late that afternoon. 

Another man walked down the lane, 
amid descending gloom. 

He peered through the window, 

saw the barber deep in thought. 

He had to stand on tip of toe, 


For he was rather short. 

Bruce popped his head around the door into the quiet shop. 

"Any chance of a quick trim? | can see you're busy." 

"Cheeky bastard!" 

Grinning like a maniac, Bruce bounced into the shop, dropped his jacket on the counter and hopped up into the 
chair. He spied the magazine recently abandoned by Adrian, grabbing it. The taller figure wrapped a towel 
around him, and set about neatening up Bruce's short hair. 

"And you'll be wanting the usual colour? Natural Dark Brown?" 

"No.." 

"Some subtle lowlights maybe?" 

"No, no colour at all, thanks." 

"What?!" 

"No, | thought it was time to grow old disgracefully.” 

‘But you're grey!" 


The singer looked at his barber in the mirror, raising an eyebrow. "lm in my fifties!" 


"Pah! You look more like a bloody businessman every day!" 
"| am a businessman," Bruce reminded him. 
"Gawd, remember the old days?" 


The barber settled his big hands on the back of the chair, staring dreamily at the stained ceiling, even as 


Bruce rolled his eyes and settled back down to read his magazine. 


"Lovely long locks, you ‘ad. You liked a fringe, and there was that feathering, framed your face real nice, that 


did, remember Bruce?" 

The man in the chair tried to ignore him. 

"Oooh, and the blonde streaks, very nice they was." 

If Bruce could have physically closed his ears, he would have. 

"Mind you, | always thought you needed to wax that fur off yer back and chest. Looked like a gorilla, you did” 
Bruce slapped the magazine down on his knee. 

"Just a trim and a shave, please. The sideburns need a bit of reshaping, too." 


With a sigh of nostalgia, the barber set about his work, tidying up Bruce's short hair, shaving the odd stray 
bit from the back of his neck. 


‘OF course, l'm glad you finally shaved them armpits of yours." 

"Yep," agreed Bruce, trying not to listen. 

"Not a lot for me to do these days. Just a trim like you say." 

"Great." 

"Ard l'll get rid of that ‘air out of yer ears, an’ all 

Bruce slapped his hand to his ear in horror, before seeing the demonic grin on the other's face via the mirror. 


Bastard he mouthed at him. 


Finally, he rubbed his eyes, 

his day of work was done. 

He'd made enough to earn his keep, 
and night-time now had come. 

But even as he took his broom, 
and swept across the floor, 


He heard a footstep in the lane; 
A knock upon the door. 


| was wondering when you'd show up." 


The last customer of the day wandered in, eyeing the barber curiously. The two stared each other down for a 
moment, then both fell about laughing, collapsing into a big hug. 


"Ed, you old bastard!" 

"Harry, you nutter!" 

Greetings aside, the customer sat down in the chair and prepared for a good cut and blow dry. 
"Bloody ‘ell, Ed, its been a busy year, first our tour in North America 
"Harry." 

"Then my new album." 

"Harry." 

"An now my tour with British Lion" 

"Harry." 

"An then l'm off out on tour with Maiden again this summer" 
"HARRY" 

"Wot?!" 


"Why the fuck are you a hairdresser?" 


Steve lowered his scissors and comb, falling silent. Eddie's reflected eyes glowed at him in the mirror. 
"Dunno. | guess | get real job satisfaction out of it" 


Eddie shook his huge head, grinning. Not that Eddie ever stopped grinning, having a serious lack of flesh around 
his jaws. 


"You humans, | never could understand you. One day you're playing all this macho music, and the next, you're 
styling people's hair." 


‘Someone's gotta do it," protested Steve, sheepishly. 
Eddie narrowed his eyes. 


"Speaking of which, you need someone to do your roots, Harry. | can see grey." 


